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CANT O23 


YOU! nigh whom the Hermit Graces Join 
O Sway without Pride, and undiſguiſed ſhine ; 
You, in whoſe Wit, and pious Zeal we find, 
Attemp'ring Softneſs, and a Taſte refin'd. 
Who in theſe Walls where Pray'rs and Penance reign, 
Receiv'd ſweet Freedom, and her ſportive Train : 


Fair Anchorite, you bid me to relate . 
Of a dear Bird, the ſad, too diſmal Fate: 1 


At your Command, my ready Pen obeys ; 
Be you my Muſe, and breathe the tender Lays,. 
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O fill my riſing Song, with all your Fire; 

Be mine, thoſe Sounds that wak'd your weeping Lyre, 

Thoſe tender Sounds, from Racks, ſoft Pity drew, 

When Philida was loſt to Love and you. 

My Hero too, nipp'd in his blooming Years, 

Too cruel Doom, may well deſerve your Tears. 

On his Virtue, ſo long purſu'd by Fate, 

His Travels all, faithfully to relate, 

I cou'd another Odyſſey compoſe, 

And with ten Cantos, lull you to Repoſe; 

With mighty Trifles ſwell each tedious Page, 

Of Homer's Gods awake the partial Rage, . 

With one Month's Deeds, whole Ages Pd employ, 

And make a Bird as fam'd as the great Prince of TROY; 

No leſs pious, more unhappy than he: 

But too much Rhyming * muſt e be. 

The ſportive Muſes, like the Bees in Spring, 

From Flow'r to Flow'r, are ever on the Wing, 

Collect the Bloom on the Carnation glows, 

Then pay their Homage to the bluſhing Roſe. 

Theſe Rules for pleaſing, in your Lines abound, 

Still may your Maxims in my Lines be found. | 
Should 
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Should I, too vent'rous in my Flights, reveal 

Each mighty Nothing of the myſtic Weal, 

The Parlour Arts, the Science of the Grate, 
Expoſe their Secrets, and their Talk repeat, 

Your Sound, your ſprightly Taſte, will ſure forbear 
To blame that Satyr, which it cannot fear. 

Your Reaſon ſtrong, from Superſtition free, 

Illuſion ſpurns, and bends alone to Duty. 

And well you know, a Mind diſguis'd by Art, 

Leſs pleaſes Heaven, than the naked Heart. 


If ever Virtue viſits Earth again? 

She will not come with Penance in her Train, 
She'll not in holy Grimace dreſs'd appear, 
Nor ſour her Count'nance with pious Leer. 
But in the Graces Shape, or your lov'd Air, 
She'd juſtly claim our Temples and our Vows. 
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I heard many a Man of Senſe and Knowledge, 
Twas dangerous to ſee the World, alledge. 
| Seldom by it we lay our Faults afide, 


An erring Fate can but to Error guide; 
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Better be dull, Tee at home, they ſay, 

Than idly thus, in remote Countries fray, / | * 
For when back hence, the giddy Travellers come, 
Nothing they bring but foreign Vices home. 
The dreadful Fate of the dear Bitd I fing, 

Of this a ſad, a laſting Proof does bring. 

O Newers' Cells your Echo's never mute, 
Should it be doubted, can aſſert this Truth, 


In a Convent of Nevers famous Town, 
Liv d, not long ſince, a Pazzor of renown. 
His winning Air, ſo coquetiſh , fo ſmart, 
But above all, a ger rous open Heart, 
Should have ſav d him from too ſevere a Fate; 
Bur Fortune ſeldom ferves the Good and Great. 
a Gxeen, this was the lovely Hero's Name, 
No vulgar. one, nor quite unknown to Fame, 
| From a fat Dutch-Man, was in India bought, 
Thence for his Good, was to this Cloyſter brought, 
A meer Infant, and unſuſpeRing aught. bs 
The deareſt Bird was lovely to behold, 
. + His variegated Feathers ſhone like Gold; | 


CaAN T Oo¹⁷ 1 7 
Saphir his Bill, and Orient were his Feet, 
Saucy and pert his Humour was, yet ſweet ; 
Tender his Heart, and whilſt an Innocent, 
For his dear Prattle, worthy a Convent. 
You beſt can paint the Siſter's tender Cares: 
On him the bolieſt Mother thinks at Pray'rs 
There ev'ry Syrup, ev'ry Sweet he ſhar'd, 
That for the goodly Prieſt, the dainty Nuns prepar'd; 
And oft, ſo writes an Author moſt ſincere, 


They did the PaxROr to the Prieſt prefer. 
Sole licenc'd Object of their idle Love, 
Gzeen-Greey knew how the hardeſt Hearts to move, 
Not. having yet attain'd the Years of Senſe, 
He could fay all, do all, without Offence, 
Veils he wou'd peck, and holy Fillets tear, 
No Parties pleas'd, if Gxzen-Gaeen was not there; 
If he came not to Whiſtle, Laugh, and Sing, 
Prattle with 'em, flutter in airy Ring; 
With all he play'd, but in that modeſt Way, 
| Becomes a Novice even when at Play, 
Queſtion'd-at once by half a hundred Tongues, 
He'd anſwer juſt to all the clam'ring Throngs. |; 
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On ev'ry Side amus'd his famiſh'd Sight; 


GREEN GREEN. 

So Cæſar once, as Hiſtory remarks, | 

In different Stiles dictated to four Clerks, s. 
At the Refectory with the Nuns he din'd : | 

There Comfits, Cakes, Dainties of ev'ry Kind. 
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Beſides to glut his craving Appetite 
At Leiſure Hours,. a thouſind Sugar Plumbs, © 
Loaded the Pockets of the ſondling Nuns. © _ 

The nice Attentions, and each tender Care, 

Sure by theſe gentle Maids were foſter'd here. 
This Gzzen-Green's blifsful Life has fully prov'd z 
More kifs'd han e'er Court Parrot was, more lov'd. 
They ſtruggl'd hard at each returning Night. 
For oo ſhou'd hoſt the pamper'd Anchorits; vad 
Happy the Mother, honbupd uns the n 

Where only for a Night he deign'd to dwell” 1 11 
With the old Nuns he ſeldom choſe to reſt. 

' The Novice Maid's Alcove was more his Taſte, | 

Soon as the Veſtal fait ber Pillow preſt : 

Undifturb'd *till the crowing of the Cocks, oh 5 

He perch'd upon her Agnur Deibox :; 

Unheeded Witneſs, with the-riſing Sun, 

He ſaw the Toilet of the blooming Mn. 


_ 


He 
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The Toilet — yes,. but the Muſe whiſpers it 
Somewhere, but in what Book, — what Matters it, 
I've read that a veil'd Face needs as true Glaſſes, 
As thoſe adorn'd with Pompadores and Laces, 1 
And as there are for the Beau Monde and Courts, 
A Taſte,” an Art, and Modes of various Sorts. 
Ev'n ſo in Convents, Faſhions too prevail; y 
_ Theres a Taſte in pinning on the Veil; 
There is a Way to grace the plaineſt Lawn, 
Ev'n Crape can with ſuch artful Folds be drawn, Px. 
Oer the languiſhing blooming Veſtal's Face, 
As ſoſtens ſtill, and gives each Charm more Grace. 
And oft” the ſportive Loves in Swarms repair 
To the Nuns Cells, and make their Dreſs their Care: 
Spread Ger the holy Fillets killing Charms, 
And finiſh th* undeſigning Maid for Harms. 
In ſhort no Nun ever appears below, 
Ere at the Glaſs ſhe ſteals a Glance or two : 
This entreinous, for further we'll adjourn, 
And to our Hero let us how return. 
Grenn-Green liv'd happy in this holy Place, 
9 and pamper'd like a Child of Ge. FTA 
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Theckla, for him, abandons all her Pets; 


Monicha's Pugg, with Envy raves and frets, 1. 54 


Larks, Thruſhes, now neglect their wonted Lay; | 

And worn with jealous Cares the Linnets pine away. 
Who cou'd have thought in theſe his happy Days, 

Thoſe Days of Pleaſure, and of plenteous Eaſe ; 

A Time ſhould come, a Time, O horrid Fate ! 


When this Grezn-GareN ſhou'd prove an Apoſtate 923 


Wen ihis dear Saint, th' Idol of ev'ry Heart, 


Shou'd from the Siſter's virtuous Ways depart. 


Who cou'd have thought, alas! ſuch bitter Fruit, 
Cou'd ever grow from ſuch a tender Root. 

Hold, Nea, a while; nor too ſoon draw the Veil, | 
That does ſo many hapleſs Woes conceal. 
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Full oft! he ſpoke, and except when at Meals, 
As faſt he talk'd, as any of the Veils. | 
As learnedly he ſpoke As any Book ; | 

With liſping Tone, and ſo demure a Look. 


T ſuch a School, and ſuch a Bird of Senſe, 


How cou'd. he want the Gift of Eloquence © 


He was not one of your proud filly Birds, 
Who raught by worldly Mouths immodeſt Words, 
Whiſtle them out to ev'ry Comer in, 5 
on ne er had even a Thought of Sin: 
Nothing but holy Words, by Hear be knew, 
2 Ave % 4 
He could repeat his Benedicite | 
And Rev rend e and your cab. 
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For he had receiv'd in this Source of Arts, 
Every Leſſon could improve his Parts. 


; Many a learned Girl liv'd there, who knew, 


The Chriftmas Carols, both the old and new. | 
Taught by ſuch Miſtreſſes cou'd Precepts fail? 
The Pupil's Progreſs recompeno d theit Zeal, 
For ev'ry Word they ſaid, he'd ſtraight repeat; 
When e'er they ſang, he'd, artful, imitate 


The holy Sighs, the Notes inſpiring Love, 


The melting Thrills of each complaining Dove. 
inns nem. wie ID WES ew, 
What e er a Mother of the Choir ſhou'd know? 
Too much confin'd within a Cloifter's Bound ; 


The Fame of fo much Worth ſoon ſpread around. 


Nothing was talk'd of, nought worth being ſeen, 
But this ſweet Panzor, and his merry Scene. 
And at Morn, and at Eve, all Nevers runs, 


To ſee the Pannor of the bleſſed Nuns 3 


| Ev'n from Moilins they « came : The AM Bird | 


All Day from the great Parlour never firr'd. 
Siſter Melania always trim and neat, 
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ye well drawn white Gloves held him at "the Grate. 
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Firſt, ſhe diſclos'd to the Spectators Eye, 
His various colour'd Plumes, and gloſſy Die, 
His Gentleneſs, his pretty childiſh Arts, | 
His ſoft engaging Air, ne'er miſs'd the Hearts, 
But all bis Beauty, Tinkil did appear, 
When his barmonious Voice had n the Ear, 
He ſpoke with ſuch refined Eleganec, 
Such varied Strokes of divine Eloquence ; 
| That he could boaſt, what but few Preachers can, 
That at his Sermons, Woman, Child, or Man, 
Tho' ne'er long, were ever ſeen to ſteep 
Their numbing Temples in the Dew of Sleep. 
Th' extol his Memory, his Wit they praiſe, 
But he thoroughly humble i in his Ways, 
Convinc'd of worldly Glory's Emptineſs, 
Squeezing his Bill with ſo much Godlineſs, 
Bow'd low, with Looks demare and ſanctify d, 
And thus he left his Audience edify'd. 
He ſaid many a ſmait, and pretty Thing; 
But nought he utter'd that cou'd leave a Sting : 
Except, if you'll have it, a Word or ſo, 
© Which perhaps he had heard at Grate below, 


_ 
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Of Scandal, or of ſome ſuch girliſh Chat, 


Which *mongſt themſelves all Nuns are wont to treat, 


Thus faintly liv'd in this delightful Neſt, 
Good Father Gzzen, by ev'ry Nun careſs'd, 


| Perfum'd, adorn'd, and ev'ry Minute kiſs'd, 
- Fat as & Monk, and n as any Prieſt ; | 
Beautiful, lovely, ever ſtill beloy'd, 


Happy, too happy, if he ne'er had ya. 
But came at Length that Time of heavy woes; 3 
That Time, the Source whence all our Sorrow flows, 


- O Shame! O Crime! that I could weave a Veil, 
This fatal Voy'ge for ever to conceal. 
A dang 'rous Bleſſing is too great a Name : 


Better by far not to be known to Fame, : 
Early Succeſſes, O believe this Truth, 


Oft have prov'd fatal Rocks, on which have ſplit the Youth. 


Guzzn-Guaen thy Name, thy happy eaſy Art, 


Cou' d not remain long confin'd to this Part. 


Fame, buſy Thing, that ever Cloifters haunts, 


Soon ſpoke of thee and * thy Charms thro Mantz. 


There 
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There as *tis known the YVifitandines hold 
Of rey rend Mothers a moſt plenteous Fold, | 
Who, as elſewhere, by Grates but little aw'd, 
Are not the laſt to know what's done abroad. 
Soon as they heard of Grzrn-Garzn, all were Rirr'd, 
With a ſtrange Wiſh to ſee the beauteous Bird. 
A tender Maid lies pining with Deſire. 
But a Nur's Wiſh, is a deyouring Fire. 
Hurry, Confuſion ſpreads thro all their State, 
This for a Bird, — they write to Nevers ftraight, 
To beg the Mother ſuperior would ſend 
6 To her dear Siſter, and moſt tender Friend, 
Along the Loire by the very firſt Boat, 
„Her PaRROr dear on which th' already doat, 
# But for a few Weeks, that he may enjoy 
« His Glory there, and crown their long expecting Joy.” 
The Letter goes, when will the Anſwer come ? 
In twelve Days hence; twelve Days, - O cruel Doom! 
New Couriers go, Letters on Letters fly : | 
They ſleep no more; Siſter Cecilia I die, 
At 
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At Length th' Epiſtle is at Never read ; | 
Horror at firſt, tkro' all the Convent ſpread. 
And muſt we loſe him echoes all around. E. 


4 In thoſe dark Tombs our Days eternal bound ; 
What ſhall we do if we our Gzzex-Green loſe.” 


This was the Complaint of a young Recluſe, 
Whoſe lively Heart of it's long Leiſure cloy'd 
Purſy'd ſweet Pleaſure Kill, to fill its craving void; 
And 'twas but juſt, this I dare own aloud, 
Theſe Nuns, to whom no other Bird's allow'd, ; 
Of ev'ry Comfort, ev'ry Joy bereft, 

Shou'd have at leaſt that one poor PaxxorT left. 
Howe'er the oldeſt Nuns prudently yield, 
Whoſe callous Hearts have long forgot to bel, 


Tb' agree the charming Acolyte to ſend ; 


Whom for a Fortnight only they can lend. 


Wiſely preſaging, if they were too ſtout, 


They wou'd with thelr good Siſters ſoon fa out, 
The Bill has paſt the upper Houſe, and now 
From al] the Cells inceſſant Wailings flow. 


WT + 
And can it be! ſad Seraphinia ſaid, 
Sweet Gzezn-Gzetw goes, and are we not all dead? 
Mean while the Mother of the Sacriſpy, 
Cries, Jeſu, Mary, Benedicite, Wn 
Then faintly coughs, then out a Tooth ſhe ſpits, 
Screams, rends her Hair, faulters, and falls in Fits. 
By Day a thouſand ill Omeris affright 
The tender Maids, more horrid Dreams by Night, 
Vain fruitleſs Fears, the fatal Hove is come, 
The Boat awaits, and he muſt meet his Doom ! 
« And muſt we then reſolve to part with you, 
« Muſt we then take a fad « long Adieu? 
Thus all lament, and now each widow'd Dove, 
Bewails the — 1 ſhe muſt prove. 
How many Sighs! how many tender Fears ! 
They kiſs, they ſnatch him, bathe him all with Tears, 
The nearer ſtill is he to quit the Place, . 
The more they find in him of Wit and Grace. 
At length, he's gone : Love with him, flies theſe TRE 
« Go, fly, my Son; go fly where Honour calls ! 
_ « Whilſt here in Anguiſh, I thy Abs ated, "2 
« May'ſt thou ſtill charming, faithful ſtill return: | | 
| o | « May 
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« May Zephyrs waft thee ſmoothly on thy Way; 
« Whilſt here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay, | 

« Still languiſh here, and pine with ſecret Woe ; 
« Exil'd, unknown, and never Comfort know. 

& Fate grant my Pray'r, where er my Grzen-Grren roves, 
May he be ta'en far th' eldeſt of the Loves. 
Such was the Farewell of a veſtal Maid, 

Who oft in Secret in her Bed had ſaid, 

To ſooth an anxious, flow, conſuming Spleen, 
Her Oriſons in Yolteire, and Racine; 

And who now, doubileſ, wiſh'd from all her Heart, 
She from her Cage, could with the Bird depart. 


 Weigh'd is the Anchor, and the Barge unmoor'd. 
O may his Heart, ſhelter'd by Virtue's Wing, 
Back to the Cloyfter, all his Merit bring. 
The fturdy Rowers, equal ply the Oar, by 
| The Air re-ecchoes to the Billows Roar. 
A briſk Gale riſes, and blows for em quite, | | 
And now theyre gone, and now are out of Sight. 


| 
| 
| 1 7 Gazan-Giizan fill N virtuous ſtill's on bond 
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N Bark on which our holy Bird was ſtow'd, 
Of other Paſſengers, contain d a Crowd. 
Firſt he beheld two Nurſes, and a Monk, © 
Three Grenadiers, two Gaſcoons, and their Punk. 
Full ſore he wept, and had well nigh deſpair'd, 

To find himſelf with ſuch Companions pait'd 3 
Nor heard he here Serphick Antiphe 

Or Goſpel Phraſes of the gentle N, 

But harſh rough Sounds invade his cender Ear; 

For there the Boatmen all hotribly Swear z 

And here to charm the Way, the Sons of Wan, | 
Talk'd of fack'd Towns, and Rapes, of Blood, and Scars. 
With frequent Hickups, caus'd by's Morning Wine, 

The Monk ſtretches to Sleep, dll call d to Dine : 


Y 


Unable to endure the rude Offence, .- - 
All Patience loft, and ftain'd his Innocence, 
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Whilſt pent together in a low Alcove 

The Gaſcoons with the Ladies talk'd of Love. 
Abaſh'd at all the Buſile, and diſmay d, 

Not one poor Word, the filent Gzzen-Gaeen ſaid, 
Penſive he ſtood, ſhunning the Face of Day, 
Unknowing what to think, or what to ſay. 


Along the Way ; and out of Favour great 
To make the melancholy Paxxor prate ; 


Fat Friar Thomas, i in the Tavern ftile, 


Made him ſome Queſtions, juſt to Laugh a while. 
His benign Air, ſudden the Paxzxow:. took, 
Reclin'd his Head, and with a devout Lock, 


Proms inmoſt Breaſt, fetching a holy Sigh, 
| With preciſe Tone, anſwer d Ave Mary. 


This Ave rais'd an univerſal Laugh : 
In Chorus all the filly Novice ſcoff. 


Thus ſcorn'd, thus flouted, Gzzen-Guzen'inly: taught; 


Lis Heart ſo noble, and ſo highly brd 


With Incenſe ſweet, ar d ſoft Blandiſhment fed. 
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And now angratefil in his Heart he curs'd.” © 
The Siſters dear,” kis infant Years had nurft ; 
For having not inftill'd within his Mind, 
More ſounding Words, Expreſſions more refin'd. 
Now his whole Study was, and all his Art, 
Words ſo energick, how to get by heart. 
But firſt the Bird, who was not quite a Dunce, 
Judg'd, to make room for theſe, he muſt renounce | 
The Convent Laws, blot out the pious Strains, 
And all the holy Scraps that ſtuff'd his Brains. 
Nor was it hard theſe Leſſone to eraſe, - 12 | 
They all were forgot in a couple of Days; | 
. So much he found the Language of the Tar, 
More to his T aſe, the Nung excelling far. 


And in a Thrice this Grzpu-Guann, once 0 civil; 
How ſoon alas! Youth's proficient in Evil! 

And in 4 Thrice, this modeſt Bird, 1 ſay, 

As wicked prov'd, and profligate as they, 1 
As loud he ſwore, 4 Gameſters when they re ftripp'd 1 
Or evil Fiends i in holy Water dipp'd. _ 
Fatally does his ſad Example bew, 
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That famous Maxim is not always trve, 
| Which ſays, that none a compleat Villain grew 
By 


<< 


3 


22 G R E EN + G R E EN. 


At once, and reach'd the Heights of Vioe at firſt; 8 | 
For from the bet, he prov'd at once the worſt. 
Too ſoon he learn'd ; may he as ſoon forget, _ 
The Boatmen's Oaths, and dreadful Alphabet, 
When any of them ip a raging Fit, "Te 
Wrapt out a zZ, ſtraight — echo d it. 
On which applauded by the jolly Crew, 
$0 conceited, ſo proud, ſo pert, he grew, 

To ſuch low Straing debas'd his gen rous Thraat: 

He now nought utter d but a profane Note. - 

How pow'rful, ill Example, is thy Sway, - 

That thus from Heaw n Hell, a young Heart NO : 


During theſe Scenes, chaſte Maids of Nevers . 
How did you paſs the tedious Hours away ? 
No doubt, on ev'ry Shrine, you Incenſe burn, 
Novenas make, and Vows for his Return. 
Whilſt he, mind of your tender Pain, 1 

Already has put on another Chain. book 
| Now all the gloomy Cares befiege your Gates, | 
And Melancholy hover round the Grates N 
: With difmal Black, the Parlours all are bug; 
Ny, perhaps Silence fetters ce, Ton 

Ah! 
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Ah! ceaſe your Vews, no longer waſte your Tears, 
Gzzen-Green is grown unworthy of your Cares. 
Green-Grzen's no more that chaſte, that rev'rend Bird, 
Who ne ver ſpoke a rude indecent Word: Wnt? 2305 
That refin'd Spirit, and that feryent Heart, 
Grxen-Green did from your virtaous Rules depart. 
Muſt I then own Gxzzn-Grzen's a Reprobate ! 
Blaſphemer vile, and a baſe Apoſtate. 
Your Labours all he to the Winds refign'd; 
No longer boaſt the Knowledge of his Mind ; 

Wit is but fittle Worth, when * Views *. 


The Barge at Length us Honts bes. her Freight, 
Where the good Nuns with ſuch Impatience wait ; 
For their Wiſhes too late aroſe the Day, bn, 
And to flow Night too late refign'd the Sway. | 5 | 
Still flattering Hope, to dull their anxious Cares, _ TY 
Deceitful Hope that ſtill evades our Prayers, 15 
rr = 
With ſofteſt Manners, gentleſt Arts refin'd. ng 
With tender Voice, chaſte diſcreet and nen | 2 
In ſhort, a moſt accompliſh'd nh. at 


B 4 | A 


- — ——— 70 ĩ ͤ — 


„ GREEN- GREEN. 


A Portreſs ſat expecting on the Shore, i 
The Angel dear, a glorious one no mormeee. 


Cconſtantly there ſhe each Day took her Seat, 

Since firſt the Letter went, there forc'd to wait, 

Her ftrerch'd qut Eyes, far wand'ring oer the Main, - 

To haſten feem'd the Hero's Ship, n 

At Length be lands, and as he paſe'd her by. 

Green-Green ſoon kenn d by her prudiſh Eye, 

'd as if by Stealth, by ber fine Veil. 

tow ' ring Hood did half her Face concel.. 

y ber white Gloves, her Faint expiring Voice, 
And better ſtill when he beheld her Croſs. | 

” . He hdder'd de Bike, and fone aver, © 

He witt'd the D=-? wou'd run away wit ber 

| Chuſing ſome hearty Soldier to follow 
Whoſe Language be cor'd ſpeak, rather than be 5 
And learn again infipid Litanies, we OWNED | 
Low Court is, ad and endleſs Ceremonies 

"q But forc'd he was to ſteer 'anorher way > 55 
The Siſter on 1— rin did him convey. Os 

| Along the Road,” he bit = here and there, 
Some ſay her Neck, her Arms none know well where. 


- Spight | 
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Spight of his Cries ſhe reach'd the Convent's Gate, 
His Arrival proclaims with Rumour great. 
The News ſpreads thro? the Cloyfler like wild Fire, 
The great Bell rings, FU Nuns were then at Quire - 
Up ſtraight they riſe, they Curt'ſey, and have done, 
And 4 a the Doors they nN 
All Crowd together, hurry down the Stairs; 
The oldeſt have forgot the Weight of Years. 
« Sifter 'tis he, he's at the Grate below, 
oy Haſte let us fly, we all ſhall ſee him now” 7 
Wer Angelica, that holy Nun, 
Then for the firt Time in her Life did n : 
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T Length they fre they « can't enough admire, ; 

A The beauteous Bird, and glut their fond ba 
And well they might, for tho' the Rogue had ſwerv'd, | 
From Virtue's Rules, his Charms he ſtill preferv'd. © 

His warlike Eye, a certain rakiſh Air, 

Ev'n added to his Grace, and made him ſeem more fair. | 
Why did not Heav'n with horrid Features trace, 

A treach'rous Heart upon 2 Trajior' Face ? 
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Nom too deſcribe his various Beauties all, 
The godly Siſters all together ſquall. 
To hear this buzzing Swarm, their piercing Sound, 
The loudeſt Peals of Thunder, twould have drown'd. 
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Whilſt unconcern'd, he with inſulting Air, 
Nor deigning to utter a Word of Pray, 
Rolling his Eyes like x young Cr lll, 
Oer look'd them all with a contemptuous Sneer. 
Firſt Grievance this ; his matchleſs Impudence, 
Gave Scandal to the Nuns, and mach Offence. 
Secondly, when the Mother Prioreſi, 
Did in a ſolemn Speech the Bird Addreſs. 
Whiſtling in Scorn, clapping his little Wings, 
D—— me he cry'd, but Nuns are filly Things. - 
The Story ſays, this boldeſt of all Birds, "5 
Had from a Gaſcoon learn'd theſe wicked Words. 


| Auguftins ſo, demure and ſo ſhy, 

Reprov'd him thus, fee, deareſt Brother, foe: 
Thbe deareſt Brother like a Trooper ſwore, 

| And call'd the holy. Nun an arrant Whore, | 

Ab! what a Witch, — my ſweetef Lerd the cry'd, 
Choak you the unrepenting Bird reply d. 

To cloſe his Bill another Siſter came, | 
And her he ſent away with equal ham. 
The Wrath he mimick'd of the prudiſb young, 
The farill inceſſant Rattle of their Tongue. 
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Like the old Nuns, and moſt he hated thoſe, 

He ſpoke in faultring Accents thro his Noſe. + | 

I deres, Bitches, Bawds, now flutter round his Beak. 
The younger Siſters: thought the Bird ſpoke Greek. 

"Sdeath, — Fire, — @ thouſand Devils, — b—d and Wd. 
Sweep me to Hell. at theſe horrible Sounds. 
Croſſing themſelves, and ſure this was Doom's Day, 

Down to the Vaults the poor Nuns poſt away. 

Then hapleſs Cuniganda miss d her Foot, 

Fell on ber Mouth, and loft her ody Tooth. | 

| Now ſtretching wide ber monumental' Jaws. . 0:2. gil 
Mother Bibiana with frequent Abs... 

Cries, « Sweet Head n, my Saviour good and ””m ! 

1 Hew can in Conſcience, ſwear at ſuch a Rate, 

This Antichrif, this Devil” incarnate ! 

« And is this then that Gazzen-Guren ſo refin'd? 

Are theſe the boaſted Talents of his Mind? 

Far far from hence let him be ſent away. 
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« O God of Love bexclaims another; ſay, 


« And do our Siſters then fuch Horrors ſpeak, © 
« Who ever heard ſuch an abandon'd Rake? v.07. 


de Whe 


«- Who cou'd believe it, can it paſs for Truth ? 
“And do they thus at Nevers breed the Youth ? 
He muſt not ſtay, ſend him off Si lers dear, 

. All Hell with him wou'd ſoon be quarter d here.“ 


It is reſolv'd, the Scandal giving Bird, 

Muſt baniſh'd be, he muſt return on Board. 

Before the Council Gaze Gar lands arraign'd, 
And convinc'd of having the Siſter's Virtue Rtain'd, 

Him they do baniſh, and to Fate conſign — 

The Siſters all with Tears the Sentence ben. 

For Pity 'twas, a Bird 0 very youngs” 

So beautiful, ſhou'd have ſo foul a Tongue, | 


A Tongue that would a very Saint pervert : 
How could ſuch Feathers ſhade a Pagan Heart 
The ſelf fame Partreſs does him back convey : 
Nor did he now once bite her on the Wax. 
Pleas'd he embark'd, a Shallop wafis him oer, x 
Without Regret, be leaves the diſmal Shore. | 


But what a Grief, when reeking from the Flood, | 
He geve ike Scandal in his rt Abode, „„ 
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What ſhall th'inconfolable Si gere do, 


Wich Tears the Object of their Wrath they view. 


In doubled Veils, long Cloaks of Sable hue. 


Nine of thi Elders; a venerable Show, | 
Paint to yourſelf, nine Ages in a Row, 


Sudden to the Di/cretory repair'd 

Chain'd in his Cage, the Delinquent appear'd; 
Alone and fad, debarr'd the tender Aid 

Of gentle Maids, who'd in his Favdur plead. 
Now ſolemn to his Tryal, they proceed ; 


| Two of the Sybils, thought his dire Offence, 


Did merit Death, two more of better Senſe, 

Were for having the fad Wrerch ſent again, 

To the black Brakmans on his native Plain. 

Whilſt they debate, wirt Death and Baniſhment, 
The five laſt Voices fixt his Puniſhment. | 
Condemn'd he was, to ye Morith's cloſe Retreat, | 


| And two of Silence: thus decreed the State. 


Nor was this all; thiy tor hls Keeper dla © 

A wrinkled Hag with ſupercilious Brows, | 

Whoſe hikes Face, with Seams was Farrow ger, 
A Grandame Ape, freer Maiden of Fourſcore, 
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Vet by this Argus oft, unheard, unſeen, - 
' Soft pitying Sifters, ſtole to ſee Gxern-Greps.. 
| Gentle Reſalia, after Matin Song, 
Oft brought him Fruit, and Cordials ſweet and ſtrong, 
But to one bound in Chains, and cloſe confin'd, 
The ſweeteſt Fruit muſt taſte like bitter Rind. 


Cover'd with Shame, with Hunger pineh'd, at length 
. The contrite Bird, does his paſt Crimes repent. 
With Contumelies and Revilings funk, 
He quite forgot the Soldier and the Monk, 
And now diffotving in repentant Tears 
He with the Nuns devontly joins in Pray'rs. 
Soon as they Thonght his happy change Sincere, 
The old dread Divan did the Convert fpare, 
Shorten'd his Penance, and ſtraight ſet him free; 
O Day of Joy? O bliſsful Extaſy ! 
What ſoft Atonements wont, the Bird receive, 
Now all bis future Days the little Loves ſhall weave 
But what a ſudden Gloom his Bliſs annoys ! 
Deceitful Hope! how vain are earthly Joys! 
The Dormitories were all trew'd with Flow'rs ; 
Row Songs were heard, now Comfits fell in Show'rs'; 
” | What 
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32 GREEN. GREEN. 
Sweet lovely Tumult, intire Liberty 

All promis d them a pure Felicity. —— 

But Oh! indiſcreet Kindnefs of the Nuns 


Lo filling on a Heap of Sugar Plumbs, ed 111 
Greex-Gutex with Syrups and with Cordials burt'd, | 
To Cypreſs fad, beheld bis Roſes turn'd. | 

His fluttering Soul, his laſt Breath to detain | 


Yet for a while, the Siſters try'd in vain. 

The happy Bird in Pleaſures Lap expir'd, | 

And all the Nuns, his dying Words admir'd. 
With loud Laments. they rend the vaulted Skies. 
Venus herſelf cloſing his lovely Eyes, 

Eonvey'd this. bleſſed Shade to ſacred Bow'rs, 


Elyſian Fields, for ever crown'd with Flow'rs: 


She plac'd him there; the Hero Birds among - 
Nigh that fam'd Paxxor, whoſe harmonious Tongue, 
Corinna's Lover has fo ſweetly Sung. 


What Muſe cou'd tell, o'er the lamented Dead, 
What Sighs were heav'd, how 51 Tears were 084 ! 
The Siſter Dipofitreſ+ of the State, 

Wrote the circular Letter of his Fate, 
From wherice my Author did his Life tranflate. 
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To keep him ſtill to late enquiring Eyes, 
Drawn to. the Life, they bid his Picture riſe. 
Many a Hand by Love inſpir d. and led, 


Employ'd the Green, the Yellow, and the Red, 


And all the choiceſt Dyes that ne'er ſhall fade. 
With tender Skill. a filken Web, they weav'd, 
From which the Bird a ſecond Life receiv'd. 
Grief ſhed ſoft Sorrows o'er the texture's Ground, 
And painted Sighs in fable Tints around. 
Thoſe ſolemn Rites were paid the honour'd Dead, 
Parnaſſus has to learned Birds decreed. - | 
With mournful Dirge, the weeping Siſfers laid 
His marble Urn beneath a Myrtle's Shade, 
Where to this Day, his Monument is ſuew m: 
And thus the widow'd Nuns inſcrib'd the Stone: 
Ye Novice Maids, who to this Bow'r repair 
To chat, unobſerv'd by the prying Eye 
Of our grave Siſters ; if you can, Forbear 
To Talk a while, and pay the Tribute of a Sigh. 
You filent land : — if tis too much to bear ; 
Speak, but in our Complaints, ah / Speak to ſpare. 
One Word, the Cauſe of all our Woes imparts . 


33. 


Here GRREX-GREEN lies, and with bim all our Hearts. 
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But 
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| * But to conclude, — this for a FaRt h bo, 
ny Garen-Green no longer lies beneath this Stone 3 

By Metempſychofis he mov'd his Neſt, 

Os oe) Bt Wy does reſt. 

tht many a Race tir immortal Bird ſhall-run, 

His Soul transferring ſtill from Nun to Nun. 
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